Pot ber first letter drow
Almost, ;llh wild despals,
o tei :
This lovely maid, for whom Iy
8o longingly, bad never learned
To wpeil

—[Journal of Education. |

IV.—(coxTINUED,)

“So be it. Since you doubt it you
shall know the truth—if only to hum-
ule some of your miserable pride!”
he sald, and each word fell clearly on
her ears. “You twell me Simon I8 in-
nocent; you are right, and when you
fix upon me as the eriminal you are
not far out. I did not think 1 had
such an exceedingly clever wife. The

penetration you bave shown has quite |

Lew{ldered me!"

“You are guilty! You killed puor
Basil?" Lily gasped, scarce daring to
believe him, though
ouly strengthened her fears,

“Yes; you might huve known I

alone was gullyy! Glandore was your |

accepted lover, therefore my rival; and
a8 be refused to give you up, I struck
him from my path! I would do it
agnin if necessary!”

“You villain! And to think another
has suffered all this time for your
gullt! But you shall not escape un-
punished; the world shall know the
truth from your own lips!”

Ralph laughed, and the sound
grat unpleasantly on Lily's enrs; it
was so full of terrible trinmph.

“If 1 had feared you, do you think I
phonld have betrayed my secret!™ he
asked movkingly, *“You are my wife,
and a wife is not allowed to give her
husband up to justice! You will suffer,
my peerless Lily —suffer such anguish
as you have never before feit! Do |
not know how your soul will shrink
from the bond which links you to an
assassin? [ delight in yoor torture, as
you have gloried all the months in
scorning my love. We are quits now."”

41 will never stay with you! The
chains that bind us have been severad
by your own evil words! Nothing on

earth would indues me to rémain be- |

neath the roof of a murderer!"

“Unfortunately you havg no choice,
The law has no power to free you, so
you must reconcile yourself to your
lifal”

“Have you no pity for the man who |

suflers for your crime? Can you gge
his wife widowed—his child brane
with shame, and rest content?!" Lily
asked despairingly.

“Quite so. Some one must bear the
blame—why not Simon?"

“You are a flend! My father at
Jeast will listen to my prayer and take
me from you."

“] do not think you will tell him,
You are perfectly aware that the shock
of knowing he had married his daugh-
ter 1o & scoundrel would kill him."

LAly clasped her haods convulsively
togcther, and with [altering steps
crossed the room, She felt suffocated
—faint, and longed to be free from
her husband's baleful presence,

As the door closed behind her,
Ralph Inughed heartily, and, with a
g:y song upon his lps, hastened away,

elighted at the pain he had just in-
flicted.

Little did he guess that another had
overheard his wretched confession
one whose volce the law had no power
to silence.

Hidden in the tiny room leading
from the boudoir, hearing every word
with a world of terrible anguish, Gipsy
had lstened silently to the end; never

onee moving or uttering a cry, though |

often tempted to do so.
Her face was ghastly in its awful
llor; her eyes dilated and vacant;
¢ hand which gras the velvet
portiere  wight have n carved in
marble, it was so still—so rigid.

“ls it true? Can it be possible? Yet |

his own, words condemn him!" she
moaned, wondering what fearful
welght lay at her breast, turning her
hieart to stone, and the life-blood to iy
coldness.
Though she had never loved her
brother, she kad never thought him
ity of crime; the knowledge gave
ﬁ a shock of terrible pain, making
her grow faint and dizzy.
4 ~poor Lily! And to think her
glife is to be sacrificed to his
wicked spite! She must not—shall not
suffer! How can I keop silent when
the truth will make so many happy ™
Gipsy shivered, and stole sofuly to
ber own room, whero she conld ponder
guietly over this fearful sccret.

Ll she sat there, Jost in deep rev-
wrle; day drew to a close, and dim
shadows were falling before she roused
Lorself. enough, no one hid

his confes-lon |

that caress. N
“I am golng into p\go now; is
there anything I can 40 for you?™ she
usked gently. 4 7, .1 4
Lily raised her head, but bowed |
almost immediastely, the flash of
dying from her eyes, ‘
“No—nothing, thank you,” she
swered listlessly, too lost in her
gloomy musings to notice the
look that Gipsy gave herns
the room. _
With hurried stepy she hastened
wards Poggy's home, startling the

woman by her unexpeoted ap)

|  “How il you look, M Glps
Have you been fretting sgaing® .g

il

g

v

il | ¢

]
an-

asked, atruek by the  haunted express | orl

glon in the girl's eyes,
Gipsy U fed to smile,
Johnoy's bright prattie failed to rouse
| her from her sadness,
“I am in trouble, Peggy, and as you
| are the only one who cun help me, I
| have cometo you,"
“You may be sure I will do all T ean,
miss, though it is not much I can help
you in."

“Yes, you can, Peggy. I want you
to mind this packet for me; you see
the address written there, but ss you
value your future happiness and your

‘ boy's good name, let no one know of
this letter until you hear tidings of my
death. Then, without losing any
time, put it in the squire’s own hands.”

|  “sSurely, Miss Gipsy, you do not
think of dving? It makes me quite
shiver to hear you talk so strangely!"
PPeggy exclaimed, turning the sealed
packet euriously about. *I hope it
will be long indeed befors 1 amobliged
to give this up, if I am to keep It dur-
ing your life.”

“Don't hope that, DPeggy!" Gipsy
gald bitterly, rising o ledave the cot-
tage. *“Your husband's freedom de-
pends on that letter, so guard it safe-
Iy

Peggy pondered long over the girl's
strange words; Gipsy’s sad lace and
broken-hearted volce had Ilmpressed
her deeply.

It was with a troubled sigh she at
length locked the letter in u small box,
wondering what secret wias hidden
there,

Straight to her brother's room Gipay
went on reaching home, 1f she was
moved by any unusual emotion, no
trembling of lips or hands betrayed
her. She glided towards him like a
little white ghost, her dark dress trall-
ing softly behind her.

“What do you want? he asked
roughly, frowning across the table at
her.

“Only a few words with you, Ralph

| Rosslyn,” the girl answered quietly,
her volce rfull of pitiless centempl

| “Now I know what you are—what
fearful gulilt lies on your soul, I can-
not think of you as my brother! It
was you who murdered Dasll Glan-

| more-—the man whom 1 loved so dear-
ly. How could you rest so calmly with
that stain upon your soul?”

“Did Lily tell you thist" Ralph said

| hoarsely, clenching his hands angrily |

over his books,

“No; 1 was in the adjoining room
and heard all, Once [awore If ever 1
discoverad the real assassin, 1 would
kill with my own hands. You are
my brother, so 1 cannot take your life;
but I ean betray you."
|  “Youdare not!"

“You will see,” Gipsy answered
scornfully, drawing back as he sprang
toward her, “Do not touch me, or 1
| may forget we are of kin! You say I
dare not betray you. That s false!
' though the world shall know your
| guilt only when I die."

“You may live longer than L"

A strange smile quivered on the
girl's face, and her eyes grew radient.

“No; 1 shall not do that, One life
must pay the penalty of your erime-—
| yours is sacred in my hands, but my
| own I ean, and will take! Lily shall
| be free at all costs, though my death
| and your disgrace alone will break her

bondage!™

Ralph gazed at her, wondering if
| the shock had turned her brain; he
did not see her hand move slowly to.
ward her breast, and strike heavily
| agninst it. As she staggered, how-

ever, a low exclamation broke from |ean write so llke s man it hard to
| understand.

— - —
‘ Miss Rigden, of Detroit, is the latess

[him, and he caught her swaying
| form in his arms, noticing with terror
the red blood oozing from & wound
just above her howrt.
“(100d heavens, Glpsy!
you done?™

“Hetrayed your secret—shared your | knickerbockers for the fair sex,

but em r

l

{to her son, who has run away from

| received your letter which has come

he clusp-
29 : . w [ .
this world, and
me much suflerio '
“1 knew you would eomé back to
baby and me! Kiss your son, Simon."
lLeigh took the laughing ehild in his
arms, gazing tenderly into the sweet
dimpled face. With almost reverent
love he pressed his lips to Johnny's
rosy ones, feeling for the first titos his
heart thrill with fatherly tenderness.
“My two treasures! If it were not
for Miss Lily, I should count this the
happiest moment in my life. Remem-
bering her trouble, and poor Miss
(iipsy's sad death, there is just n wea
shade of regret in my joy. FPlease
(rod she will soon forget the past, and
as the memory of Mr. Rosslyn grows
fainter, may sweet thoughts of dear
Master Bastl keep fresh her heart,
bringing peace to ease her sorrow!”
Veggy sighed, then smiled content.
edly into her husband's face. What
right had they to grieve when fate had
been so kind! Life for trem had in.
deed recommenced, and this time with-
out one dark cloud,
TIHE END,

thought brou

most feared we should never mt‘ﬁ ¥

D NS
Curions Chinese Adveortisements,

The North China Herald gives one
or two very curious specimens of the
ad¥ertisements which appear in the

Chinese papers. One s from a mother

home, and itis worded as follows:
“Take eare that you are not struck by
lightning.  Your mother weeps bit.
terly for you as she pens these lines
in order that they may be read by her

gon. When you ran away from homo
on the 30th of the eighth moon the |
people of the shop came and asked us
what had become of you. It was thus
that we learned your flight. I nearly
died of fright, and since then my food
and sleep have benefited me but little,
I am still erying and moaning. I have

from behind the horizon, but it does
not tell me where I can find you. I
am now at almost the last extremity,
and our family has had to put up with
cruel insults from strangers. If you
do not return I can stand all this no
longer and shall assuredly put an end
to my existencs, in which case you |
would be in danger of being struck
down by lightning., If you return, no
matter in what way, all will be ar-
ranged. 1 have even invented a plan
by which your father will know noth.
log about your escapade. My life or
denth s only a question of a few more
days. [ entreat all well disposed per-
sons to spread abroad the advertise.
ments so that it may be read by all |

| whom it may coneern. They will thus |

what have | gown for woman is the insiguia of serf-

earn & profusion of hidden merit. |
Written by s woman of Son-cho. |
Take care that you are not struck by |
lightning!” A second advertisement |
is from a husband whose wife had run
away with & man whom she had met
in a tea-house. The advertisement
sets out at great length the circum-
stances attendiung this elopement, and
offers & reward of $20 to any one giv- |
ing him information as to her where-
abouts,
— i ——

Miss Mary Murfree, the authoress, Is
a perpetual surprise. How the little
pale faced, fragile looking lame girl,
who must sit to reecelve her friends,

dross reformer.  She declares that the

dom, and advocates sither trousers or

| upon thewskulls barder thaa the

t gusp and ngs 1l belplossly
upon the torf with preesely t he same
curved ns when they moved for th o last
time. . e o

‘Now and then youcome o a place
where the huater got a *stand” on a
“bunch,” and from his - hiding-place in
the head of a gully or among the rocks
fired lo sarly with his 40-120° Sharpe's
rifle, at the rate of u shot overy two or
threo minutes, until every buffalo of the
buneh had fallon.  Here you cnn count
soventoen skoletons on o little more
than an acre, and near by there are
fourteen more that evidently fell avthe
samo time, Tho powerful effect of the
strong, parching winds, and the in-
tenso dry beatof summer, Las literally
strippod the flesh from the bones, but
the skel vtons lie prec'sely as they fell,
The bones nre still held togethier by a
fow dried.up ligamants, but are  bleach-
od ns white ns snow.  Sowetimes we
fonud Immence skelelons that were ab-
solutely perfect, oven to the tiny car-
pal and tarsal bones, the size of s hazel-
nut.  Of these dry skeletons we soleot-
el elght of the lurgest, and they are
now cached in the storage-rooms of the
Nationasl Museum agninst the greal
famine for bison that will soon set in,

Boyond the Red Buttes we were
seldom out of sight of bloaching skele-
tons, and often forty of fifty were In
sight at one time, The skinners al-
ways left the healls of the bulls unskin-
od, and the thiek hide has dried down
bone
itself, holding the tangled mnswes of
the shaggy frontlet firmloy in place un-
til it bleeches brown in tho sunshine,
and Is finally worn away by wind and
wenther. Many of those heads are so
porfootly preserved, and with thelr
thhick masses of wavy brown hair are
so frosh looking, that the slang hier of
the millions ls brought right down to
the present, and it seems to have been
the work of yesterday. We can endure
the sight of the bones reasonably well,
for we expoot It; but  those great hairy
heads make us foel our Joss most keen-
ly. At first it is Impossible to look at
one without a xigh, and ench group of
skelotons brings back the old thought,
“What a plty!"" — Cosmopolitan.
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The Practioe ‘l'oo Complex.

“So you didn't succeed in the law
business In Wyoming?'' said a friend
to u young man whom he met on the
train,

“No; I'm going back." |

“What was the trouble?"

o1 wasn't hardly well enough ae-
quainted with the Wyoming practice. I
had & collection against & man and
tried to get the amouunt for three
months and then gave it up. The Bar
Association took the matter up and
brought it before the Judge, and he
disbarred me. He sald any body who
didn't know enough to take the subject
down and pound him with the butt of &
sixshooter till he was glad to pay
wasn't well enough soquainted with
the Torritorial practice to be allowed
to plead before the Wyoming Courts
I'm going back to New Jorsey, where
the practice is more simple." —Datota
bl
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the use of his fingers, and his Imul.ﬂ-: I-
both blue snd oumb, which Iatter sen-

sation increased daily, until at Jast & I'.-

might as well have been made of woond,
s0 far as any practical valus was con-
cernad. This continved for about &

.

B

month, when tho young man, fearful of =
a continuance of the symptoms, Jaid the
enso befors mo st the hospital, and,

after a thorough examination, Tadvised

the operution which has been so sue-

cesstully performed by afriend of mine,

one of the most skillful surgeons of the

timo. .

“On that morning,"” went on the
doetor, **before o small sudience, the

opreation was bogun, the details of
witieh I will spure you. After putting
him completely under tho influsncs of
anmsthetie, n ent was made in the fore-
arm along the course of the nerve and
throngh the cieatrix. Carefully plek-
ing his way through the thick soar and
adjoining tissue, the surgeon ocame
upon the sheath or cover of the nerve.
This was followed down inlo the &ocar,
in which one end of the severed nerve
was embededd. The other end, which
was seperated from the former by
more tissue, was also found, when the
two were vivifled by cutting off their
extremities, thereby securing fresh and
unitable surfaces. ‘Thoy were then,
with infinite delicacy and exactness,
brought together precisely ns thoy were
before the aceldent. A fine silver wire
wus passed through each of them and
they were drawn closely together into
their batural positions. The wound
was now closed and antiseptically
dressed, the limb securely fnstened, in
splints, so that the patient could not
disarrange by acoldent what had been
arranged with so much ecare, and the
operation was finished.

vIn o few days,” added the Profess.
or, in conelusion, *‘our friend could feel
the prick of a pin in his hand and even
sppreciate warmth., The improvement
constantly increased, until at the end
of a wook the blueness disappeared and
the hand had assumed a mwors natural
appoearance. Two months later—this
morning—he flnds he cat movs his
fingers almost as well as ever, and
within a very short time his recovery
will be complete, — New York Mail and
Ezpress.

Her Cruel Joke on Her Mother,

A few days ago a Chester Indy and
daughter went to Philadelphia to do
some shopping, and on returning in an
afternoon train the daoghter sat in the
seat bohiind her mother. The condue-
tor began collectingthe tickels soon after
the train started, and reached the seat
in which the mother sat just as the
train entered the tunnel. He paused to
walt ustil they were out In the light,
romaining standing ns the traln rashed
through the darkness. The daughter,
who goes by the pet name of “Pigeon,'"
saw her chance, and, renching over to
the seat in front, suddenly geasped hor

mother, who, supposing the conduetor

to be the aggressor, let out a scresm
that startied everybody in the vieinity.
The mother was hopping mad at that
conductor all the way to Chester.—
Chester Time [




